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FEAL d ተደመመ“ 


ии SO,” HAIN SAID INSISTENTLY, 
YOURSELF IN 


KNOW 
5 Бо HAVE. 
"us BLOOD OF 


AU HAVE Ib Ee OFF THE SHACKLES 
OF SOCIETY: /ንምጋጋ ICAL RULES 
2% 121232 ARCÍA ራሪ ON 
THOSE YOU FI дегеш, WHO You 

PEEM MORALLY WEAK ^ 
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VLL. Шет BET ል FELLOW 
NAMED FEED DRICKER ጋ 
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WORRY, 
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WAS HEGLIBED AS A TERE 
4/07 жаслар TO DIVE INTO 
DARK RIVER WATERS... 

MOM HE ES BACK IN CONTROL. 
AGAIN. 


"Y ደ ) የረ! 
NA ALL 
ШИ YOU WANT \ 
NETO 
THIS? bi 
DON'T SIGN ANYTHING, А? 
KEN. AND YOU, MISTER, 


ከ... ТАКЕ OFF, 
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John Butcher clung to 
the side of a cliff six hundred 


fect above the rocky scree on the 


eastern side of Buffalo Butte, twenty-two 
miles cast of Mecklenberg, South Dakota. 
The sun was setting. Butcher was in shad- 
ow and already could feel a chill emanat- 
ing from the rock. He had a set of ther- 
mal underwear in his pack, but he was in 
no position to change his clothes. He'd 
sunk a piton into the sandstone beneath a 
bulbous protrusion so that he was invisi- 
ble to anyone standing above or directly 
below. Even a 
person scanning 
the cliff face 
knowing he was 


4) CHER 


Rupert Rains, who had taken the name 
Crippled Elk, was attempting to revive 
the ghost dance as a means to power 
The problem with the old ghost dance, 
said Crippled Elk, was too much empha- 
sis on faith and not enough on action. 
Dancing and singing won't do the job. 
You've got to grab a gun, put it to the 
white man's head and pull the trigger. 
And thats how you brought the buffalo 
back to the prairie. 


Crippled Elk interpretation held much 
appeal for bitter, disenfranchised Lakota 
who found them- 
selves unwanted 
tenants in their 
own land. Crip- 


there would have pled Elk had 
had difficulty become the Abu 
picking him out, Nidal of the 


so carefully had he insinuated himself 
into the weave of the stone. 


“Become the stone, John, and not even 
the cagle can see you,” his grandfather 
had told him. His grandfather had also 
told him the legend of Wovoka, the 
Paiute medicine man, who had taught the 
People to dance the Ghost Dance, so that 
the white man would disappear from the 
land and the buffalo would return. The 
Ghost Dance had been a pacifist ceremo- 
ny, but because of it, the Army massacred 
dozens of men, women, and children at 
Wounded Knee on the Pine Ridge Reser- 
vation in 1890, the final crunching dese- 
cration of the Lakota Nation. 


Now a Lakota medicine man named. 


Black Hills, setting off a series of explo- 
sions from the Wild Bill Hickok Saloon 
in Deadwood to the Federal Court Build- 
ing in Rapid City. He had surrounded 
himself with a cadre of desperate, dan- 
gerous men who believed his every word 
and were willing to dic for the cause. 
Great. Butcher admired conviction. But 
so far, the New Ghost Dance Movement 
had killed four innocent bystanders and 
injured sixteen, including a Lakota moth- 
erand her two children who happened 
to be making a deposit in one of the 
banks Crippled Elk had targeted. 


Such activities turned off the majority of 
Lakota, but had attracted others who 
were sick of a hundred years of empty 
promises. 


ЕГІП OS ТП 


MIKE BARON « WRITER 


Crippled Elk was a special 
effects genius who used his skills 
to convince his followers of his 
mystical abilities. On one occa- 7 
sion, Crippled Elk had learned га 
of an FBI agent who had infil- 

trated one of his cells and had slipped 
the man a slow-acting poison. During the cell 
meeting, Crippled Elk had pretended to divine the 
agents presence, then put a complicated curse 
on him in the Lakota language. His timing 
had been exquisite. As Crippled Ев finger 
had come to rest pointing at the agent, the 
man had suddenly lurched to his feet, 
turned the color of an eggplant, and died. 
Butcher had seen it happen. He had 

stood at the back of the hall wearing a 
disguise, fingering the nine millimeter 
Glock at his belt, aching to act, but 
helpless. To reveal himself would have 
been instant death. 


An autopsy had revealed the presence of 
basidiomycetes, which came from the pey- 
ote cactus of the Southwest, and probably 
had been supplied by a fraternal Native 
American terrorist organization. 


Thereafter, Butcher had become cautious 
and did not attempt to rc-infiltrate the cell. 
He did not want Crippled Elk to 
recognize him. 


Nor did Butcher feel comfortable turning over /” міке GOLD 
what he had learned to the FBI. Не didn't trust „ќи ድመዴሙ፡፡ 
the FBI. The agency still ching to J. Edgar 4 Р ሙ- DEAN M 
Hoover's attitudes toward minorities: screw а шингээ 
‘em. The FBI regarded any mode of : 
behavior outside a Fred MacMurray 
movie to be highly 
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tionable. Now 

that the communist bloc 

had crumbled like stale angel-food, the 
ЕВ! held aloft the scary totem of terrorist 
organizations. And of all the weirdos 
operating in the United States, Native 
Americans were potentially the scariest 
because they most resembled such mod- 
els as the IRA and the Pop-ular Front for 
the Liberation of Palestine, paradigms of 


their type. 


They had nothing to lose. They 
believed it was noble to dic in battle for 
their cause, and that they would be 
rewarded in the afterlife. They were scat- 
tered throughout the country and had 
insinuated themselves into numerous 
walks of life. 


Butcher knew that most Native Ameri- 
cans were peaceful, gentle people who 
had no interest in going on the warpath. 
But the examples of others, and their 
own bleak history had created a signifi- 
cant cadre of desperate men who 
beheved the only way they could redress 
centuries of injustice was through 
terrorist activity. 


Butcher had learned of the Buffalo Butte 
Meet almost by accident Hed been rid- 
ing his new Harley Fat Boy from the 
dealership ın Rapid City to a friend's 
house on the Belle Fourche Reservation, 
and had stopped at a roadside tavern in 
the hills for a soft drink. As he'd entered 
the cool, dusty log cabin, he saw three 
Indians sitting at a table. They nodded to 


him, he x 
nodded (227 
back. z 
He sat at the bar 
and an old guy 
with a scraggly 
grey beard hid- 
ing no chin and 
an Adam's apple 
the size of a 
regulation base- 
ball brought 
him an orange soda. The jukebox was 
pumping out Bob Seger. 


As Butcher sipped his soda, he watched 
the men in the mirror behind the bar. He 
could make out the words “Crippled Elk" 
and “Buffalo Butte” before one of the men 
loudly shushed the others. Butcher paid 
more attention. He thought he might 
have seen two of the men at the cell 
meeting he'd infiltrated. 


The three Indians at the table, having 
freaked themselves by blurting out 
secrets, now lapsed into friendly banter. 
One of them had gone outside to look at 
Butcher's bike, came back in and 
approached him at the bar, Butcher 
prayed that the man would not recognize 
him. The man was about six feet tall and 
narrow as a beam. He wore blue coveralls 
over a blue workshırt, and red-and-white 
Puma shoes. His glossy black hair was 
cut to the scalp on the sides, but sprung 
up like a hedge on top. 


"Nice Fat Boy,” the man said, “Just pick 
her up?" 


Butcher nodded. “John Butcher," he said, 
holding out his hand. The man shook it. 


"Wesley Wilson. [used to have a Low 
Rider, but some crackers in a pickup 
truck tried to run me off the road one 
night and that was that. Didn't even have 
no insurance, Now l'm saving up my 
pennies — | aim to get me another one 
as soon as | get it together. How 

you like it?" 


"She's a fine ride, if you're not in a hurry." 
Butcher had wanted to hang around, 
learn more. But he did not want to make 
himself memorable. He finished his soda 
and sauntered out of the air-conditioned 
bar into the baking sun of late afternoon. 
A small pool of moisture had gathered on 
the concrete beneath the Fat Boy. 


“Damn,” Butcher muttered, getting down 
to examine the problem The fools had 


put too much oil in the crankcase and it 
had popped a seal in the heat. It didn't 
look too serious — Butcher was sure he 
would be able to make the reservation 
without repairs. While he hunkered on 
the concrete examining his bike, the 
door opened and one of the men stood 
there in the entrance, turning back, talk- 
ing to the others. 


“See you on the butte, one week from 
tonight." He held his fist in a power 
salute, turned toward the parking lot and 
saw Butcher working on his bike. Butcher 
studiously ignored him, hoping the man 
would not recognize him, or think that 
he'd been paying attention 


The man came over. “Nice bike,” he said. 
He looked at Butcher Butcher looked 
back and smiled. 


"Thanks." The man hadn't recognized 
him. Butcher had worn a wig to the cel! 
mecting, and contact lenses that turned 
his brown eyes hazel. He had carried 


| 
| 
| 


himself differently and spoken different- 
ly, and it had been dark at the meeting. 
The man hung around, a little nervous. 


"Where you from, brother?” 


“West of here. Little place in Wyoming 
called Lance Creek.” 


“Sure, 1 know Lance Creek. You know a 
man there named Art Jeune? 
Runs the Ace Hardware?” 


"No, can't say as 1 do.” 
The man slapped 
himself in the 
forehead. 
“Whoopst 
Art's over 
in Fish 
Creek, Nebraska. 1 

always get those places mixed up. See 
you around, bro " The man got into his 
pickup and left. Butcher got on his hog 
and rode. 


In the following days, he'd leaned on his 
sources hard to discover the nature of the 
meeting that would take place on Buffalo 
Butte. Talk of the Ghost Dance had been 
around for six months, since Crippled 
Elk had adopted the term for his organt- 
zation. Members of the cell spoke of 
“doing the Ghost Dance," when they 
planned to detonate a bomb, or roba 
bank, their second most popular activity. 


When he finally put the pieces together, 
it was hard to believe. Crippled Elk was 
planning to stage a Ghost Dance cere- 
mony atop Buffalo Butte and produce the 
long-dead Shatter Eye, a bloodthirsty 
shaman who'd sought to match the white 
man atrocity for atrocity. In 1892, Ameri- 
can troops on horseback, motorcycle, 


and car had chased the last remnants of 
Shatter Eye's band into a Manitoba Bliz- 
zard. He was never seen again, and was 
presumed to have died. 


Shatter Eye had since become a symbol 
of Native American resistance — the 
type of resistance that would, in Butcher's 
mind, provoke a white backlash which 
would set back Indian rights a decade. 
The last thing Native Americans needed 
was to be identified with violent 

=> fanatics. 


But Crippled 
ЕЕ plan was 
more elaborate 
than that. For one 
thing, it might 
involve 
some sort 
of sac- 
rifice. 
Although Butcher had never heard of 
Lakota or any of the other plains tribes 
performing sacrifice, other groups had 
not been so reluctant. What form this 
sacrifice would take, Butcher wasn't sure. 
He hoped that if it were true, it would 
involve an animal. And that was just the 
warm-up. 


Somewhere on the Butte, considered 
sacred by all Indians, Crippled Elk had 
hidden a large cache of weapons and 
explosives. Using unspecified special 
effects, he planned to present himself as 
Shatter Eye reincarnate, to arm his men 
on the spot and present them with a 
series of plans — from five to eight, 
accounts varied — to blow up municipal 
buildings, rob banks, and kidnap impor- 
tant whites. The new Shatter Eye would 
stage an event to convince his followers 
that he possessed magical powers, and 


send them out on the spot to instantly 
and simultaneously execute his multifari- 
ous plans. During the Boxer Rebellion, 
some kung fu masters had tricked their 
followers into believmg they were invul- 
nerable to bullets by standing up to 
blanks. Wovoka himself had produced. 
ghost shirts which he claimed would ren- 
der the wearer vulnerable. 


Butcher was convinced that if Crippled 
Elk carried out his insane plan, many of 
his young followers would die — as well 
as innocent civilians. So Butcher had 
concocted a bold scheme: he would wait 
until Crippled Elk had "transformed" 
himself into Shatter Eye. Then Butcher 
would enter the circle of fire, claiming 
that be was the true Shatter Eye and 
Crippled Elk was an impostor. After that, 
he'd play it by ear. lt wasn't a bad plan, 
but it had inherent flaws. Crippled Elk, 
who stood five feet five inches tall, 
weighed 345 lbs., none of it fat, like a 
hyper-thyroid Indian Dwight Muham- 
mad Qawi. Butcher weighed 165 and 
didn't know if he could take him. 


Butcher had a black belt in shorin-ryu, 
and had beaten many larger men. But he 
was realistic. Crippled Elk was a graduate 
of the Che Guevara School for Infiltra- 
tion and Sabotage on Cuba. They had 
some of the best martial arts instructors 
in the world. Crippled Elk had messed up 
all sorts of people, including numerous 
law enforcement officers. 


Butcher parked his bike at Perry Thig- 
pen's house, a pre-fab three-room shack 
at the edge of a desolate field. The hard 
dirt yard was filled with abandoned tires 
and engine blocks, but Perry was 
nowhere to be found. Perry had been 
working at an auto supply store in Dead- 


wood, but had recently lost his job and 
was at loose ends. John had hoped to talk 
with his friend and see 1f there was any- 
thing he could do to help, but it would 
have to wait. 


Butcher prepared his gear and went into 
the scrub hills to the north to purify him- 
self for the coming battle. lt had been a 
long time since he'd practiced the cere- 
mony, but the knowledge never left him. 
In ancient times, he would have fasted to 
induce a vision. But Butcher had learned 
too much — he would need his strength. 
He was certain that Wankan Tanka 
understood the demands of a new age 
and forgave him for the alterations he 
had made. So Butcher walked into the 
sctub prairie with a sixty-pound pack 
containing dehydrated beef stroganoff 
and chocolate as well as the red pipe- 
stone and he would offer to the four cor- 
ners of the carth. 


He stayed in the tent for two nights 
while he worked on the old sweat lodge. 
The poles and skins had been torn down 
a hundred times, but the circular depres- 
sion with the lireplace remained, pristine 
and ready as it had stood for a hundred 
years. After Butcher had rigged the frame 
from local saplings and pieces of canvas, 
he set up the specially -prepared liquid 
propane stove, modihed to hold a brazier 
filled with stones. No way, in that 
picked-over place, would he have been 
able to gather sufficient firewood to 
build а decent lire. The lodge's entrance 
faced east. Butcher stripped himself and 
entered, carrying only a spray of sage. 


Normally, a helper would have assisted. 
him with the stones, but he had already 
placed these in the stove, He had also 

brought water from a nearby creek and 


used it to fill a large corrugated steel 
wash basin. 


For three days, Butcher prayed, ate spar- 
ingly, and carefully reviewed his life in 
preparation for the coup. He rose at 
dawn and bowed naked before the sun. 
He returned to the lodge and smoked the 
pipe four times, tuming to point the stem 
to the four corners of the earth. He 
flicked water on the stones and when the 
heat became unbearable, chewed sage 
and spat it on the stones, Everything was 
done in sets of four. From time to time he 
would peer out the entrance at the small 
vision hill, or hambelachiya he had built 
three feet from the entrance. On the 
third day, he thought he saw the minia- 
ture outline of a woman’ moccasin, a 
good omen. 


Later, he threw himself into 
the stream. On the third „=> 
night, he dreamed of С б 
crows picking through с 
battlefield remains, tearing 4 
gobbets of flesh Кош the ribs of a black 
horse. A bad omen. Just before dawn, he 
dreamed he was grappling with the 
Trickster, who had the face of Randall 
Corvus, the man who had murdered his 
parents. He woke abruptly, in a sweat, to 
the rumble of an early morning thunder- 
storm. He realized that his vision quest 
was over. 


He took two days to recover from the 
sweat lodge, drinking Gatorade and. 
working out in his friend's backyard, run- 
ning and hitting a heavy bag hung 


from a tree. 


Buffalo Butte was located in the Belle 
Fourche National Grasslands. lts remote 
location made it unpopular with tourists, 
but to the Lakota and a few other tribes, 
it was the most sacred place on Earth — 
more sacred, even, than the Black Hills. 


Butcher knew that Crippled Elk would 
have his followers on the Butte mas- 
querading as peaccful, devout worship- 
pers days in advance. It was probable 
that members of the Ghost Dance Cell 
were on the Butte at all times, working in 
shifts, to safeguard their cache and 
recruit new members. 


Butcher had made his approach at night, 
running eight milcs over the rolling 


prairie, fording streams and threading 


barbed wire to reach the castem 
slope, and begun his ascent by 
moon- 


a 


light. He'd slept on a rocky ledge two 
hundred feet up, rose at the light of 


AN dawn, drunk a mixture of orange 


juice, raw egg, and yeast powder 
before resuming his ascent. 


ቪ had taken him four hours to reach the 
indentation where he had waited for 
dusk. lt was time for the final ascent, 
Strapping the holstered Colt .45 behind 
his left hip, Butcher adjusted his cram- 
pons, ammunition, and water and pre- 
pared to swing out on the nylon linc he'd 
affixed to a rock protrusion ten fect over- 
head, From where he crouched clinging 
to the piton, he could not see straight 
down to the ground, six hundred feet 
below. But when he swung out on the 
line, he would be hanging directly above 


the rocks. He had only himself to rely on 
— if anything happened to that line he'd 
be buzzard food. 


Butcher practiced his tanjin breathing as 
‘Tsunami had taught him years ago on Oki- 
nawa. When he felt calm but slightly 
exhilarated, he squeezed his grip around. 
the line and gently let go of the pıton. The 
breeze chilled the sweat on his face and 
torso as he swung toward the eastern hori- 
zon and for an instant, as his swing carricd 
him beyond the rocky protrusion that had 
concealed him from above, he could hear 
men conversing in excited snatches and 
the beat of drums. He looked up. He was 
too close to the side of the butte for him to 
see anyone on top, and they weren't look- 
ing down. His luck held. 


Butcher worked his way up over the pro- 


trusion and paused on a six-inch shelf. 
He was now ten feet bencath the top of 
the butte and he could hear the men 
more clearly, but the words were ndis- 
tinct, stifled by angle and distance. Не 
looked back toward the east, which was 
now cloaked in darkness. Around the 
edges of the butte, to the north and 
south, he could sce fading light the color 
of burnt macaroni as the sun set. It was 
decidedly chilly on the rock, despite the 
thermals rising from the prairie below. A 
curious owl glided soundlessly by, carry- 
ing a mouse in its beak. 


Butcher nodded to the owl. "Here's to 
you, little brother,” he whispered into the 
wind. At least it hadn't been а crow. If it 
had, Butcher would have considered 
abandoning the mission, because that 
would have been a very bad sign. 


Inch by inch, Butcher hauled himself up 
the cliff face until his gloved hands 
gripped a sharp protrusion from which 
he could boost himself onto a ledge four 
feet below the table that was the top of 
Buffalo Butte The butte top was not 
completely flat — it rolled and rippled 
like an old pool table left out for a win- 
ter, and was covered with configurations 
of massive boulders, the pool balls of 
some giant. The butte was roughly a 
quarter mile in diameter at the top, Cau- 
tiously, Butcher slithered over the edge 
of the rim and crawled into the midst of 
a jumble of boulders. Feeling his way 
with his gloved hand, he made enough 
noise to discourage any reptiles that 
might have crawled into the rocks to 
sleep. Crouching, he was able to peer 
through a triangle-shaped partition 
straight to the center of the butte, 
where Crippled Elk's men had con- 
structed a large bonfire in the traditional 
place, a ten-foot fire hold rimmed by 
large boulders. Carefully, Butcher count- 
ed ав many as he could sec. He counted 
twenty-four, but figured on at least a 
dozen more who would be stationed 
around the rim and on the lower depths 
as lookouts. 


Six men sat cross-legged in a bunch 
beating on drums; bongos, a tambourine, 
and fakes of nonexistent ceremonial 
drums purchased at souvenir stands 
throughout the west. A boom box puffed. 
out "Fight the Power,” but was over- 
whelmed by the drums and the breeze. 


Men were laughing and talking among 
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themselves, and from the wild gyrations 
of some of the dancers, they were drink- 
ing. Butcher searched the crowd man by 
man for Crippled Elk but the Lakota 
medicine man was nowhere to be found. 
Butcher settled himself for another wait. 
By the rising moon ıt was not yet nine 
o'clock and the last orange brown 
residue of the day was slipping between 
the peaks of the hills to the west. 


Wesley Wilson stepped out of the shad- 
ows into the circle of light holding an 
assault rifle. Aiming at the stars, he fired 
a full clip. The staccato ripping sound 
seemed to go on forever as brass shells 
glinted in the firelight before falling to 
the ground, When at last the gun fell 
silent, the drumming stopped and all 
eyes were on Wilson. 


"Okay!" he shouted. "Were all here. The 
Great Spirits lookin’ down and smiling 
and sayin’ get to it! We got one to lead us 
now, and onc to lead us later. Who's 
gonna lead us?" 


"Crippled Elki” the assembly shouted. 
"Who?" Wilson demanded, 


"Crippled Elk! Crippled Elk! Crippled 
Elkt” The chant built in intensity until it 
took on a life of its own, defying the 
vastness of the night sky and the efforts 
of the wind to flick it away. Concealed in 
boulders two hundred feet from the 
action, Butcher felt their atavistic power 
and could not prevent himself from 
Teacting. 
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Remember lst 18596, when I said 
that henceforth SWAK! would be writ- 
ten by the erstwhile Mr Colhns—true 
to established Ms Tree tradition? If 
so, you well might ask what the poo 
Үш doing here 

Outside of grs bang another typical 
yet flımsy attempt to assert my ego, 
the reason Im the writer of this 
assus’s SWAK' эв quite simple Dick 
Tracy You might have heard sboutit 
You might have read the newspsper 
strip (written by of erstwhile himself} 
You might have read the paperback 
novelwation of the movie (similarly 
written by ol’ erstwhile himself) You 
might even have seen the movie— 
only about а лоп people are ex- 
pected to have done so 

The problem 15, in this, the two- 
week period prior to the movie's open 
ing, Mr Collins has heen besieged by 
trillions of newspaper reporters and 
teleyimon mterviewers indeed, the 
sum total of Max's Dick Tracy sr- 
tame actually 13 longar tban the run of 
any post M*A*S*H McLean Steven 
son television show (8 ከ116 known 
fact) Тев been all Max could do to do 
all those interviews and stay relatıye- 
ly current on his MS TREE and Dick 
Tracy deadlmes—let alone the dead- 
Іше for his newest novel 

So, since the amount of бте 
between the relesse of MS. TREE 
QUARTERLY #1 and the letter 
column deadline was s mere two 
weeks, we opted to keep Max at the 
word processor writing the script for 
our next issue | and I stepped m to 
lend a hand 

Max зай bem this spsce nextissue, 
af the creck don’t nse 


Ms Tree and Co, 

I would hke to congrstulste you on 
MS TREE Qusrterly #1 I bave to 
admit this isn’t the kind of book I 
would normally get mto, Гоз mostly 
into the “super hero” books {an fact, 
the mam reason I bought this book 
was for the Batman story) I am 
happy to say, however, that ГИ 
definitely keep on buying this book 

The MS. TREE Storm wax really 
grest, She has a lot of guts end the 
brama togowithit Pll look forward to 
ths next complete story. 

The Midnight story was very good 
as well Гус never read The Spirit, 
whom Midmeht 15 supposed to look 
like, but I'm sure they are not carbon 
copies of cach other It wall be mter- 
esting to see m what direction this 
series goes 


Аз for the illustrated story, well, I 
have alresdy confessed that Batmsn. 
was the mam reason I bought this 
book; however, I didn't know what to 
expect I was very pleasantly sur- 
prised 

The Storm was great and the гї 
was brilliant Mile Grell alresdy bad 
my respect for his great writing and 
occasional art on GREEN ARROW 
In this story, he kept the art rather 
ample, but ach illustration told = 
story FASCINATING This illus 
trated story i3 grestidea, [can't wat 
to read more 

T would love to see Green Arrow in 
these pages, hut something tells me 
hell be showing up in QUESTION 
QUARTERLY The Huntress, 
Butchar, and Heliblazer would ከ: 
great, too Also, Miks Grell was a 
great start, so how sbout Frank 
Miller, John Byrne, Bill Sienkiewicz, 
and Bnan Bolland 

፲ hope MS TREE QUARTERLY 
‘becomes one of your best sellers 


Green Arrows a probability 
Butcher's here right now And Ней 
blazer's a great idea, let's see what we 
can do 


хө... 


Dear Мах and Terry 

I must admit Fm more than а Ше 
surprised to find myself writing to 
“SWAK” over three years after I pur- 
chased what I thought would be my 
last ıssue of MS TREE А good 
surprise, though, as MS TREE was 
one of my fs vonte comics of the mud 
eaghties 

Maybe I should've expected 1, 
actually, after all, Ms Treehss shown 
up m books published by more pub- 
hahers than any other character I 
know of. And, thanks to Max and 
Terry, she has always managed to 
тегавш trur to form 

That having been said, though, I 
must admi I was a httle фе 
appomted withthestoryin MS TREE 
QUARTERLY #1 Maybe 1 just bad 
expectations that were too high, but 
the story seemed .. routine There 
wers a number of good pomts 
Michael punching Dominique (nnd 
later Donnie), Mike Jr actually azine 
m real tame, and Domimque (surpns- 
ingly) beng put out of the picture. But 
there were also a number of bad 


points ber cold blooded murders on 
pages 8 and 46 seemed too cold, sven 
for Ms Tree, snd solving another 
Muerta murder just seemed redun 
dant 

Ididn'teare much for the Midmgbt 
story, either ([bzven’t gotten around 
to resdiny the Batman one yet), and 1t 
would hsve been mce1f Ms. Tree were 
on the cover 

ВИП, I do mtend to stick around 
(desprie the pricey cover price—I сап 
afford it, but thst's not the pomt) aa Î 
have a lot of faith m Max. 

One last thing with the success of 
Batman and Teenage Mutant Ninja 
Turtles, and the probshle success of 
Dick Tracy, and Warner Communice- 
tions now publishing this book, a Ms 
xe movie doesn't seem far-fetched at 


Fred Averick 

3211 75th Street 

Jackson Heights, NY 11370 

How true But who was tion the 
cover of our first issue, fnot Ms Tree? 


seras 


Dear Mike, Max, and Terry, 

The long awaited return of Ms Tree 
was a pleasure For starters, seeing 
the збар m color agam was wonder- 
ful Beyond that, Terry'sarthss never 
looked better, the difference his own 
inking makes 15 phenomenal 

Then there are Max’s storytelling 
skills, allowed here to stretch and 
relax в hıtın 48 pages, so new readers 
can he easily introduced to the char- 
acters while old faxhfule are re 
warded by some mice chsrscteriza- 
tion scenes And, ofcourse, s suitably 
violent and mesmenang story It's 
mice to sec that Tree sill hss her 
personahty quirks intact. 

I was struck, reading this book, 
what 5 fine cast of characters Max 
hss created over the years—certanly 
enough to yoarantee a lot of new 
stones with ample room for character 
development and plot twists plenty 

Td be along for the nde without the 
second balf of the book, hell, 48 pages 
of Ms Tree alone 1s a dream come true 
The addition of Midnight and revolv- 
amg text prece ік ıcıng on the cake I'm. 
not certam yet whether thesen 13 ав 
good as the cake, but I’m not sverse to 
trying some more before Imakeupmy 

d 


mine 

Though I am a fan of both Ed 
Gorman’s own writing and his 
wonderful Mystery Scene, I was 
underwhelmed by the шаа install 


ment of Midmight The gimmick thst 
he doesn’t speak whan m has identity 
seemed meaningless to me The story 
was also onedimensional—no real 
mystery mvolved, and very much the 
Punisher sort of 79085, Jury, and 
executioner thing: 

Tn truth, I expected more from Ed. 
Perhaps it's too soon to judge, but Pd 
certamly like to sec в more rounded 
personahty emerge m future install- 
ments Theart,on the other hand, was 
more than moodily adequate for the 


story. 

As for the text piece, Fm uncomfort- 
able with it. I have в hard time with 
text stories m eomics—the two seem 
hke ой and water to me It’s simply 
not what I buy comiesfor And while I 
hsd no trouble reading Denny's 
Batman story, Pd also say 1 would 
zather have seen в comies story m its 
place I apprecisis the experiment 
bere and the reasoning behind at, but 
sgam, when I buy comica, comucs are 
whst I want. РИ reserve judgment tl 
after reading the upcoming selection 
of text pieces, many of which sound 
шадан So far, Fm not mpressed. 

Overall, however, this ік s stunning 
packsge and well worth the loose 
change Its amazing MS TREE has 
alresdy hved through fifty 1seuss- 
let's hope her hfe st DO 15 st least as 
long 

Jeff Gelb 

c/o Radio and Records 

1930 Century Park West 

Los Angeles, CA 90067 

The text stores sre indeed an 
experiment, deff If our readers tell us 
they'd prefer another comics story, or 
perhaps a 64 page comic mstead of 
the current 80 paser, fine—no hard 
feelings As for me, these types of 
experunents are great fun. 


et 


Mike 

OUTSTANDING! Boy, was | ever 
impressed with the first issue of MS 
TREE QUARTERLY 

Ibad heard ofthe MS TREE comes 
but so much of my entertainment 
budget went toward DC titles that I 
rarely had any left over for mdepen 
dant purchases I just may bave to 
start going through the back 15595 
files at the local comes store and find 


some. 

1 have rarely been this impressed 
after only one issue of any comic You 
very defintely have и winner here. 
Now about my only beef—about this 
quarterly thing. 

You bave an outstanding title here 
and I would gladly sdd it to my 
regular "must purchase” let if you 
could mske it a monthly ? Pretty 
please ? 

Jt just crossed my mmd that MS 
TREE would make an excellent cross- 
over mimsenes with none other than 
DC's own El Dishlo! Wouldn't thst be 
great? Boy, could they ever huttheads 
over the best way to handle в case. 
But, think about 1t—they are both set 
in the “real world” and both have 
such diametrically opposed philoso- 


phies and spproaches to essentially 
the same Joh! Oh, I know the rule 
sbout heensed characters NEVER 
doing crossovers with DC characters, 
hut it would mske an interesting 
several 185885 

Do keep up the great work—yos've 
really potat cutout for you and therest 
of the crew to top the first issue! 

don 8. Aiken 

1043 Avondale Avenue 8 E 

Atlanta, GA 30312 

Look, Jon, call me 6 wimp ıf you 
will, but I don't wont to be the one to 
tell Max "n' Terry they've got to 
produce 48 pages of MS TREE each 
and every month Or even 24 pages 
each and every month, They simply 
don't have thet much time in ther 
schedules 


жәжжж 


Dear биз, 

After reading shout th= return of 
Ma Tree I wanted to write to tell you 1 
am exctted about the soon-to-come 
MS TREE QUARTERLY! I’ve beens: 
fan of the hard-edged detective since 
the 21st issue of her first series (I 
bought all the back 155968 after that 
as well яв the three "Files of" books) 
To bave Ms Tree m a book on Е 
regular basis 18 the best news I could 


gut 

"The format sounds like the best one 
yet and with soma text fiction will hes 
sold package Even ifyou aresdding 
ihe mentioned Batman story, t wall be 
fantastic 

I am worned about а few things, 
though Is the come gomg to be re- 
stricted to the Comes Code? When 
you were “independent,” at пех you 
could hterally get away with murder 
4E stall think that’s what Ms Tree did 
to the child molester who kidnapped 
her son in the second "Runaway" 
story) I know the Code would never 
allow 1t. 

What land of restraints will DC 
have over the book? Some of the best 
stuff [know that was done ın the first 
series would never pase ın a lot of DC 
regular series The story with King 
Lear and the abortion stones were 51 
out in this “danger” area 

The WILD DOG special was preat 1 
loved ıt when the mohster tells Wald 
Dog not to shoot him and he replies 
with s simple "Arc you ladding?" I 
like the ides of s Ms Tree and Wild 
Dog team up. She would be annoyed 
hy Тав vigilante ways and I think 16 
would make her refiect on her own 
way of hsndhng situahons 

Гус already told my comes shop 
ownsr to hold s copy of MS TREE 
QUARTERLY for me and am bopıng 
to see s shipping date soon 

Richard М Noland 

5553 Hollıns Lane 

Burke, VA 22015 

As you ean sco, Richard, we are 
indeed Codeless, although I think it 
would be rather fon to see the Code 
censors по through an tesue, grasp- 
ing ther little hearts pasping forair 

turning blue 


Dear Max, 

On behalf of all DC fans, I welcome 
you and Ms "Tree to our world. Рус 
read about Mike and her Баг Нап 
adventures for three years Tíollowed 
other creations you brought us, sape- 
dally Wild Dog T even read your book 
about TV detectives 

‘The return of MS. TREE ranked as 
one of the hich pomts on the DC 
schedule, and in a quarterly with hm 
ied ade, color, and 48 unınterrupted 
psges of schon yet But wae ıt worth 
the wat, or the hype, or the price? 

YES! Granted, the story had too 
many flasbbacks to acquaint me and 
otber new resdere with the charac 
ters, hut they can't be avoided. Every 
thing else was perfect, s blond of the 
action I love zn Dsehiell Hammeti’s 
works and a modern, mature sensibil- 
му about the charecters 
| Who'd beheve ийн pnvatemvesti 

gator could be a loving mother and a 
psycho kaller? But ıt works You've 
created з set of charecters who don't. 
fit unto simple holes m a world where 
| 20 the human elements collide m a 
mselstrom of violence. Bra vo 

Twish this wee s shorter monthly I 
mean, baving to wait three months to 
mect up with Mike asain, just when 
Туе met her? Or her enemies? 

І particularly ike (as a character, 
not a person) Don Donnie Too often 
the Mob 1s portrayed as s bunch of 
thugs Unfortunately, they've never 
been that simple, and today's breed 
makes Capone look absolutely 
primitive Don Donnie represente а 
step forward from the old Mob to the 
modern scourge running legit 
huemesses 11legtamately, Let's hope 
that Mike finds a few mtngune new 
wsys to bring the son down to the 
father’s current level. 

Too often, femsle writers complam 
thst men cannot write women While 
that might be trae of others, you show 
no sums of bang meapable of any- 
thing She fecle as real and as behev- 
shle as any woman, even within her 
meu She ranks with such charac- 
tere as Chris Cagney or Nora Charles 
1n the world of crime and women ТЕ 
only Jessica Fletcher would just be 
tougher. 

Allin sll, s great firstissue But I'm 
expecting more After all, this лат Ве 
only quarterly smed st ап adult 
sudience 1 bought thie as a change 
sfter THE QUESTION, and whale I'm 
giving you a chance, one wrong move 
snd my limited budget changes to 
include Denny” faceless crıme 
fighter But then, Eknow you won'tlet. 
me down Besides, Wild Dog 1e comme 
in a year or so See you m three 

Sumon DelMonte 

Queens, New York 


XT ISSUE. Ms Tree and young 
мы face some serous personal prob- 
| Jems, asour hero and herstepson esch 
must confront the завие of gay bash- 
ang m our society. Plus, Midmeht and 
another illustrated prose feature 
and a fantastic painted cover from 
Scott Hampton! 
! —Mike Gold 


